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Sobriety 


Author's Notes: 
Hi guys! | know | have WIPs that | should probably be updating, but | just couldn't pass up this little thing 
that's been brewing in my mind. | hope you enjoy! <3 


James slammed the lid to the dumpster and brushed his hands off on his jeans. There we go, that wasn't so 
bad.. The thought lingered in his mind as he walked back to his ocean view apartment. Ever since his long time 
girlfriend walked out on him saying she was ‘tired of not being good enough’ it got him thinking. Maybe Fran 
was right. Maybe James was sick, and needed help. 


Help wasn't something that James could just get for himself. How would that look to the world? The Mighty 
James Hetfield goes to rehab for alcohol abuse wouldn't sit well with him. Pride was the one thing that he 
couldn't let go of. It was the one thing that he still had left to lose, well of course there was material things, 
but that was besides the point. So instead of going to rehab like any other normal person, James decided to 


take matters into his own hands. He would quit cold turkey. 


James grabbed a water from his nearly bare fridge and sighed. Now would be the perfect time for a stronger 


drink, but that was out of the question now. Another thing that he was good at was getting something he 
wanted. No matter how hard it would be to stay sober, he wouldn't quit. The shrill ringing of his phone startled 
him out of his daze. There was no doubt in his mind that it was Lars. The man reminded him of the Energizer 
Bunny. he just kept going and going and going. 

The annoyance in his voice was evident as he answered. He blamed it on his headache that came on suddenly 
though. No matter how much Lars’ over eagerness annoyed him, he couldn't stay mad at him. There was just.. 
something about his best friend. 

"Yeah?" 


"Where are you Het? We have an interview in an hour, and Bob's getting antsy. He's askin! me every fifteen 


fockin' minutes where you are, and | can't take it anymore." 
Another exasperated sigh left his lips as he massaged his throbbing temple. 
"Tell Bob to get his panties out of a wad. I'm leaving the house now. | just.. had to take out the trash." 


For once there was a moment of silence on the other end of the phone. At first James thought the call was 


dropped, but then he heard Lars sigh. 
"James... don't let this thing with Fran ruin you okay? You're better than that. Just.. let me take you to dinner 
or something tonight okay? We'll go to a bar and get something to take your mind off things. How does that 


sound?" 


The thought of alcohol did sound appealing to James, but that would mean he'd be going back on his word. 
Another thing about him that he didn't take lightly was failing. It didn't sit well with him. 


"Dinner would be nice Squirt, but can we skip the bar? I'm. just not. not really feeling it.” 
For the first time in. well. forever James had rendered Lars speechless. 
"Hello? Lars? Did you hear me about dinner?" 


Lars stuttered out a reply making James chuckle to himself. This was kind of amusing hearing his usually loud 
outspoken friend not know what to say. 


"Umm y-yeah... Okay James.. just dinner then Just hurry up and get here.lf Bob gets any further on my case 
he'll be up my ass." 


James grabbed his keys and wallet before heading to the door. 


"Yeah yeah.. I'm coming.. Tell him to chill. Ill be there in fifteen" 


He hung up and walked to his car. God he hoped this day went quick. Every minute that passed his headache 
seemed to get worse. All he wanted to do was crawl under his blankets and sleep it off, but if he didn't make 
this interview Bob would have his head. On second thought that didn't sound half bad. Whatever made his 
headache go away. This was the first time he'd ever had one this bad. He knew that becoming sober would 
bring withdrawals, but he didn't know they would start this soon 


Reaching into his center console he grabbed a bottle of Excedrin Migraine and popped two pills. Washing them 
down with the water from his fridge he licked his lips. Here's to hoping today doesn’t get any worse. Shaking 


away the thought he maneuvered his truck onto the main road towards the studio. 


If he only knew that this was just the beginning.. 


Pain 


Author's Notes: 
Mmmkay so | am bored at work and this is the result of it. Enjoy! <333 Thank you for all the reads and 
feedback. It's greatly appreciated! 


James pulled into his usual parking spot at the studio. He didn't see Kirk's car so at least he wasn't the last 
one here. He started to get out, but a sharp pain in his temple caused him to wince. 


"Ah fuck!" 

Dammit why does this hurt so bad? Wve never had a headache like this before.. As soon as the pain was there, it 
had disappeared again. His phone started ringing before he could think about it anymore. Rolling his eyes he 
picked it up. 

‘Lars lm here alright? I'll be inside in a minute." 

Lars muffled the receiver and shouted at someone in the background, probably Bob, and hastily replied. 


"Okay James. I'm glad you're here. Listen, have you heard from Ki-" 


Again he was cut off, but this time it sounded like Newsted. Lars exchanged a few words with him and once 


again came back on the line. 
"Nevermind, Jase got a hold of him. He's stuck in traffic. See you in a sec!" 


Before James could utter another word, the line went dead. Typical Lars. Always in such a hurry. He ran his 
fingers through his hair and stepped out into the sunlight. The rays warmed his skin as he approached the 


steel door leading into their recording area 


He could hear Lars and Bob talking about what song they would play for the interview once he got inside. He 
was thankful he didn't have to manage things like Lars did. It wasn't something he was good at or had the 
patience for. Another throb in his headache made him stop and lean against the cool wall. He stood there 
silently trying to breathe through the sudden ache. Fuck. how am I supposed fo do this interview like this? 


Just as the agony subsided he heard footsteps in the hallway. Lars' accented voice filled the small space and it 
was almost too loud. Another weird symptom of whatever was happening to him since performing took it's toll 


on his hearing. 


"Jesus James.. you look like shit. You look like you haven't slept in a week, and you're pale as fock. Did you drink 


again?" 

James shook his head using the wall as a crutch. 

"No. no | haven't drank.. | threw it all away... all of it” 

Lars seemed to believe him and reiterated the second part of his question 
"What about sleep? Have you eaten or slept at all since she left?" 

James swallowed and shook his head. 

"Sleep no. ate yes." 


Lars looked concerned as he studied him. James noticed that his vision was getting blurry and it was hard to 
focus on his drummer. He shook his head and blinked to try and fix his vision 


"James? James are you okay?" 


He couldn't answer because the pain was back again. This was the worst of it yet and he had to bite his lip to 


keep from crying out in agony. Once it passed his breathing became more erratic. 

"l. | don't feel so.. so." 

James couldn't finish his sentence because spots clouded his vision and he felt a wave of nausea hit. He could 
hear Lars talking to him, but he sounded far away. He felt all tingly and his mouth went dry. The last thing he 


saw was Lars rushing towards him. 


Then there was nothing but blackness. 


Changes 


Author's Notes: 
| hope you guys like Chapter 3! :D lim bored at work again so here's another result of that. 


When James came to there were a number of things he took notice too. First, and foremost, his headache was 
gone. What a relief that was considering it was the worst one he'd ever had in his life. From the familiarity of 
his surroundings he gathered that he was in the break room of the studio. It was the only place they had a 
couch, and that's what he seemed to be laying on. 


James breathed in deeply and got a whiff of barbecue. Since when did they have that in the studio? Usually 
they would go out to eat considering they spent almost every waking moment in this building. It was always 
rice to get out and get some fresh air so they normally never ate here. Not to mention the closest place that 


sold barbecue was 5 blocks away. 


Now that he's had time to wake up, James cracked his eyes open. On any other day his vision wouldn't be up 
to par. Apparently this wasn't any other day because he could actually read the wall clock on the other side of 
the room. Hmm.. quarter past four? How long have | been out? Cutting alcohol from his diet couldn't possibly fix 
his vision? Could it? 


Slowly he sat up and rubbed his eyes. He glanced around the small room and noticed Lars writing in his 
notebook Most likely it was song lyrics because his best friend never stopped working. It was something James 
always admired about him. He'd be willing to bet that Lars would still be shouting out ideas for songs on his 
death bed. 


James cleared his throat startling Lars out of his thought. He immediately got up and started walking towards 
him. This is when things got really weird for James. He could hear the sound of Lars’ footsteps on the carpet. 
It sounded like he was Godzilla stomping through a town in Japan. That couldn't be right though because Lars 


was barely one hundred pounds soaking wet. 


Lars sat down next to James and placed a hand tentatively on his thigh. His worried stare bored into him as he 
spoke. 


"James? What's going on?" 


James knew he wasn't yelling, but his voice was almost too loud. He winced and licked his lips. Damn was he 


thirsty, 


"|. don't know..everything is so weird. Lars.. do you think you can whisper? Everything is so magnified." 


Lars looked puzzled as he considered his request, but this certainly wasn't the weirdest thing James has asked 


him before." 
"Sure | can. James, you're scaring me. | wish | knew what to do to help you." 


Lars trailed off as he started to rub his thumb along James’ thigh. Normally a gesture like that wouldn't weird 
James out, but that was before today. At first James just shook it off as a side effect from his massive 
headache, but soon he couldn't ignore it. He turned his gaze toward Lars and noticed he was lost in thought. His 


lips weren't moving, but James could hear him. 


He blinked and shook his head, but Lars' voice only got louder. It was then he realized that it was his thoughts 
he was hearing. James' mouth went dry as a flood gate of Lars’ emotions filled his ears. One thought in 
particular kept repeating itself and it suddenly made Lars’ tiny hand on his leg feel hot. James looked 
incredulously at his band mate while he listened intently. 


Fock | wish there was something | could do to help James.. he's been the love of my life for so long, and | couldn't 
bear to lose him. | can't lose him like | lost Cliff God dont make me go through this again. Please James. please be 
okay.. | love youl 


Lars loved him? Wait. like he loved him loved him?! James couldn't find the words to say as Lars finally locked 
eyes with him again. He just stared at him. Taking him all in again. It was like he was seeing him in a new light. 
All the times he thought Lars was just being his typical self came crashing into him like a tidal wave. How long 
had he felt like this? How long has he been suppressing his feelings? 


"James? Can l.. can | get you anything?" 


James shook his head and bit his lip. He felt like he knew something that was forbidden of him. He felt like Lars 
would find out if he said the wrong thing. He didn't want to spook his friend so he just shook his head and kept 


his words minimal. 

"Just ah.just water please.." 

Lars smiled sweetly and got up to get a red solo cup that sat on the counter across the room. The spot 
where his hand had been burned hot in it's wake. He returned a few moments later with some cold water and 
handed it to James. Their fingertips brushed together and it took all of James’ willpower not to drop the cup. 
Even his sense of touch was ultra sensitive. Lars' eyes sparkled as he looked down at him. 


"Let me know if you need anything else James. I'll stay here with you a little longer while you rest okay?" 


James nodded and sipped at the water. How could he rest when he just learned that his best friend for nearly 
twenty years was in love with him? 


Outburst 


Author's Notes: 
Okay guys. here is chapter 4! :) | hope everyone is still enjoying this, and I'm sorry for the angst. Thank you 
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James sat in silence sipping his water for a long time. He was grateful that four out of his five senses seemed 
to settle down. The one that didn't was the one he wished would though. Being able to hear Lars’ thoughts 
didn't feel like a power at all. 


In fact, he considered it a curse. Lars already talked non stop, and now he had to hear him when he was 
thinking too? What did he ever do to deserve such punishment? He snorted a dry laugh at the thought and 
took another sip of the cool liquid. Lars must have heard him because he turned his attention away from his 


notebook to look at him. 
"James? You okay?" 


He was about to wave it off as just remembering some funny thing he saw on TV, but Lars’ thoughts 
interrupted him again. 


Í wish | could just touch him. Fock he drives me crazy. Why am I such a focking coward? Why can't | fell James 
that his smile lights up my darkest day, that his laugh makes my heart skp a beat, or that | want to spend the 
rest of my life with him? Maybe | could write it down? Hell | don’t know..l just want him fo be okay. Im so worried. 
James suddenly felt queasy. He needed to get out of there. This was all too much for him to take, and he 
didn't want to say the wrong thing to his dearest friend. So instead of saying anything he just shook his head 
and stood up. James placed the cup of water on the table next to the couch and walked toward the door. His 
stomach heaved when he felt Lars touch his arm. 


"James? Where are you going?" 


James didn't turn around. He couldn't look Lars in the eye. It was just too much right now. He swallowed thickly 


and let out a shaky reply. 
"|... | just.. | gotta go Lars." 
Lars furrowed his brows and managed to get a tighter grip on James’ forearm. 


"Go? James.. you just passed out in the hallway a few hours ago. There's no way you're driving anywhere. If 


you need to go home then let me drive you." 


James sighed trying to suppress the annoyance rising in his chest. 
"Lars please let go. just let me go..l'll be fine." 


Lars tried to make the taller man look at him, but he had always lacked in the upper body strength 


department compared to James. 
"Please James.. let me he-" 


Naturally, James would have more patience for Lars, but right now he would do anything to avoid him. Yes, it 
was cowardly, but he was desperate. And as they say, desperate times call for desperate measures. James 
ripped his arm free of Lars‘ grasp and pushed the door open hard enough for it to put a hole in the wall as it 


swung open. 
"DAMMIT LARS | SAID LET ME GOI!" 


James instantly regretted his outburst as he stormed down the long hallway that lead to the back door of the 
building. He hated the fact that he hurt Lars, but he knew he wouldn't have been able to get out of there 
otherwise. He sat in his truck for a moment half expecting to see Lars come running out after him, but that 
didn't happen. Another minute passed by as he fished his keys out of his cargo pocket and started the engine, 
but still no Lars. 


Satisfied that he would finally be alone, and that he wouldn't be followed home, he pulled out onto the main 
road. Just as he got to the stop light right outside their studio's parking lot he heard the faint sound of Lars’ 
thoughts flow through him before they finally faded out. He figured he couldn't hear him anymore since they 
weren't in close proximity of each other. He knew from the emotion in the things Lars was thinking that he 


was crying. It tore James apart knowing that he made him cry, but the thing that broke his heart the most 
was the last thing he heard before his thoughts faded out. 


James.l-Im sorry.l just want to make it better. Fock James | love you and even though | was trying. trying to help 
you.. |. | just always seem fo ruin things. |. Im a failure. | break everything | touch.. and now. now Ive broken you 


foo. 


Feelings 


Author's Notes: 
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James tried to forget what he said. He really did. All he wanted to do was go to sleep and wake up from this 
nightmare, but that wouldn't happen. No amount of TV shows, movies, or music would ease his mind. Alcohol 
was out of the question because that would mean failing, and he couldn't fail. He finally decided to try and sleep 
since that seemed to be the most appealing option at the moment. 


As he lay in his over-sized bed staring at the ceiling all he could think about was Lars' words..well thoughts. He 
sounded so devastated, and it made his heart ache knowing he had caused it. James glanced at the clock and 
sighed Fuck only I:45PM? The red numbers seemed to stare back, mocking him in the darkness of his bedroom. 


James tossed and turned, but still couldn't sleep. Finally after much effort he gave up, flinging his pillow against 
the far wall with an unsatisfying thunk. There was only one way to guarantee he would get any amount of 


sleep, and it brought back the queasy feeling he had earlier. He would have to go see Lars. 


Tossing back the covers, he pulled on the nearest pair of sweats and pulled a t-shirt over his head. There was 
no time to tame his unruly head of hair, but frankly he didn't care. That was the least of his worries. James 
glanced at the clock again and noticed it was just past midnight now. Hopefully Lars would still be awake. 


The drive to Lars’ felt like an eternity. The closer he got the more sick he felt. What would he tell him? It's 
not like he could just come out and say ‘Hey Lars sorry | snapped at you earlier. | just was listening to your 
thoughts and found out you're in love with me: Yeah. that would go over well. James pulled his truck into Lars’ 
driveway, and before he could change his mind, walked up to his front door. He stood there for a while willing 
himself to ‘grow a pair' and announce his presence. Cmon dont be a pussy Hetfield Just fuckin’ knock! 


Finally after he few minutes of thinking he rasped his knuckles firmly against the door. Please be home. please 
be home. plea- Before he could finish his thought he heard the tell-tale sound of the lock being unlatched The 
door opened and James came face to face with the most depressed looking Lars he had ever seen. He wore a 
ratty old robe and slippers that had seen better days. His hair looked unkempt and desperately needed washed, 
and James could smell alcohol on his breath. Yeah. this probably wasn't the best idea, but he couldn't turn 
back now. Not with Lars looking like this. 


"Jam-James? 'S the mil of the night." 


He didn't let Lars finish protesting. Instead he just shoved his way past the smaller man and pushed him 
against the back of the door until it latched shut. The closeness between them almost made James run, but he 


clenched his teeth and allowed himself to look down into the smaller man's eyes. 
"Lars.. we need To talk..." 


Lars blinked up at him and ever so slowly reached up to touch his face. James swallowed at the contact and 


closed his eyes. 
"James. ‘S the matter?" 


No way in Hell was James going to try and communicate with a drunk Lars so instead of saying what he 


needed to say he led him to the couch. 

"Alright man, let's get you sober. You just sit here and I'll go get you some coffee.” 

Lars giggled and tried to pull James down next to him on the couch. He wasn't successful though and folded his 
arms pouting as he watched the taller man walk to the kitchen A few minutes later James waved a hot cup 


of black coffee in his face. 


"Drink this Squirt... | can't talk to ya when you're slurring your words left and right. Not to mention you won't 


remember anything | have to say anyway." 

Lars furrowed his brows and took the cup sniffing it. He crinkled his nose and turned his head away in disgust. 
"Nnnool ‘S black .. and | don’ like it!" 

James crossed his arms trying to conceal an eye roll. 


"C'mon Lars. Please drink the coffee. | really need to talk to you about something serious. Please just.. just do 
what | ask for once." 


Lars huffed and reluctantly brought the cup to his mouth. 
"You.. You don’ know wh-what.. what you do tme." 


James watched as Lars drank and sat down on the opposite side of the couch. / already know Lars.. Fuck I cant 
believe Im about to have this conversation Don't screw this up Hetfield 


About thirty minutes, four cups of hot black coffee, and a couple trips to the bathroom later, Lars was 
holding his head in his hands groaning. 


"Fockkkkk..l'm never drinking again..." 


James trudged down the stairs with a cup of water and some Advil for his pain. Lars blindly reached for the 


pills and washed them down with the water gratefully. He massaged his temples as the couch dipped next to 
him. 


"Lars... | know this isn't the best time. but.. | need to talk to you... 
James earned a side glance from Lars and noticed a hint of concern in his emerald eyes. 


"James. there must be something really wrong because not only do you keep your feelings inside, but you've 
come all the way here in the middle of the night. The James | know loves his sleep..not to mention | probably 
smell like a landfill right now. I'm surprised you're even here considering what you said to me earlier.. l.. | 


thought you would want to be as far away from me as possible.” 


The fact that Lars said the words out loud to him shattered his heart even more. Of course he didn't want to 
stay away from him. not forever anyway. He just wasn't good at talking about his feelings, but what other 
choice did he have? He couldn't evade his power forever. James swallowed his pride and looked into Lars’ eyes. 


There really wasn't any way to preface this so he just came out and said it. 


"Lars... | know you're in love with me." 


